a basket which you put outside the door. A few
minutes later a matron with a pouter-pigeon bust, no
lower lip and a battery of keys depending from her
thick leather belt made her rounds, removed the baskets,
and locked you in for the night. Meals were a dreary
round of rasping brown tea, bread and scrape, watery
stew and dark and soggy pudding. "We spent much of
our time scrubbing stone and polishing floors: lessons we
had in a sooty "roof-garden" set amid a panorama of
twirling chimney-pots.- I was completely cut off from
my own world, isolated in a vacuum of existence from
whose void all affection, spontaneity and cheerfulness
had long been exhausted. The only language its masters
knew was words of command or reproof: its pervading
atmosphere was the harsh institutional smell of unwill-
ing cleanliness. Everything, to the very furniture,
seemed to express a stern determination to be severely
ugly. In my fellow-prisoners I was making contact
for the first time with really nasty children. There
were slit eyes, dribbling mouths, low foreheads, a uni-
versal air of underfed and resentful adhesion to a
deformed and sunless life. Memories of the fragile
happiness I had possessed less than a fortnight ago, now
less recoverable than a lost prehistoric age, invaded my
mind in gusts of anguish. I could not see what further
abyss might not He ahead. But I knew at last how
weak were the forces, on which I had placed all my
reliance, that were fighting for me. Those days in the
remand home were the longest seven days of my life.
The time came for me to appear in court again.
Police inquiries had not lightened the case against me.
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